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There has long been a need for some comprehensive 
manner of presenting to the American public the stirring 
songs that have been coming to us from the Soviet Union 
for the past five years or more. That need has increased 
within the last year, as the interest of all Americans in the 
heroic struggle of the Soviet Union against our common 
enemy has grown, and as the desire of Americans to help 
them in that struggle has taken concrete form. 

The Russian song has found its way into the heart of 
the American people through the many Soviet films and 
records. Their undeniable beauty and rhythm are greatly 
appreciated. 

Much could be said about the People’s and the Red 
Army’s choir songs. They are filled with strength, cour¬ 
age and daring. They portray most vividly the great spirit 
of a people brave and unconquerable and awaken hope for 
a better, brighter future. 

Much of the music is now familiar, through record¬ 
ings. But alivays, when the music is played, somebody is 
sure to say, “If we only kneio the words!’’ 

Now the Stinson Trading Co. makes the words to 
many of these songs available in English. The transla¬ 
tions at times were very difficult and may not be as poetic 
as are the originals. But they carry out the meaning of 
the Russian text and they are singable in English. 

Many thanks to Mr. M. Balanoff of radio and stage 
fame, whose cooperation and efforts made this song book 
possible. 
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Song of My Native Land 

>'• Record No. 6 30 9 

Chorus: Soviet land, so dear to every toiler, 

Peace and progress build their hopes on thee; 

There’s no other land the whole world over— \Repeat. 
Where man walks the earth so proud and free.j 

From great Moscow to the farthest border, 

From our Arctic seas to Samarkand, 

Everywhere life courses freely, bodly, 

Of his own unbounded fatherland. 

Everywhere life courses freely, boadly, 

As the Volga’s ample water flow; 

To our youth now every door is open, 

Everywhere our old with honor go. 

Fruitful fields, where once were barren patches. 

Where was wasteland, thriving cities hum. 

On all tongues the proudest word is Comrade, 

With it we all barriers overcome. 

With this word, throughout our mighty Union, 

All our peoples flourish, free from strife, 

Side by side, the peoples of our country 
Build in peace a richer, better life. 


IIECHH 0 POflMHE 

V 7 

IIpHneB: UIupoKa CTpaHa mos poftHaa, 

Mhoto b Heft JiecoB, noaefi h pea! 

H Apyroft TaKoft CTpaHbi He 3 Haio, ) „ 

Tge Taa BOJibHO abilhmt neaoBeK. \ ^ P a3a 

Ot MOCKBbI AO CaMbIX AO OKpaHH, 

C K»KHbix rop ao ceBepHbix Mopeft 
HeaoBeK npoxoAHT i<aK X03SHH 
HeoS'bflTHOft Poauhw CBOeft. 

BciOAy JKH 3 Hb npHBOAbHO H UIHpOKO, 

Tohho Boara noaHas, TeHeT. 

MoaoAbiM Be 3 Ae y Hac Aopora, 

CTapaxaM Be3Ae y Hac noneT. 

Hama HHBbi raa 30 M He odiuapniub, 

He ynoMHHUJb Harnux ropogOB, 

Hauie caobo ropAoe — TOBapHui, — 

HaM Aopoxce Bcex KpacuBbix caob. 

C 9THM CAOBOM MbI nOBCIOAy AOMa, 

HeT aah Hac hh uepHbix, hh RBeTHbix, 

3t 0 CAOBO K3)KA0My 3H3K0M0, 

C HHM Be 3 Ae HaXOAHM MbI pOAHbIX. 
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Forward to Victory 

(From the Artkino Film, “Red Tanks”) Record No. 6309 

Our tankmen are bold, have never met defeat, 

They fear not the battle, they do not retreat 
Most daring courageous heroes of today 
Ever onward to Victory is their only way. 

Our enemies, beware! fierce answer you’ll get 
An answer so smashing you’ll never forget. 

There never has been, there never will be 
A power to keep us from final Victory. Repeat 

In every battle our way we shall find 
We’ll brave storms that freeze, and winds that blind 
Make way rivers deep, forest dark as the night 
The Soviet tanks are rushing to the fight. 

Our enemies, beware! fierce answer you’ll get 
An answer so smashing, you’ll never forget. 

There never has been* there never will be 
A power to keep us from final Victory. Repeat 

TAHKHCTbl 

y HaiHHX T3HKHCT0B OCOdafl CTaTb, 

Ohh He npHBbiKdH HHrAe OTCTynaTb, 

OTBaiKHbie aioah, ynpflMbifi HapoA, 

OAHa hm Aopora k nodeAe BnepeA- 

3HaHTe, Bpara, Ha yAap Mbi otbcthm, 

Tax, HTO-dbi BaM HHKorAa He 3adbiTb, 

He 6biJio, HeT h He dyAeT Ha CBeTe 
Chjim TaKofl, HTodbi Hac nodeAHTb. 

He dbido, HeT h He dyAeT Ha CBeTe 
Chjim TaKofi, HTodbi Hac nodeAHTb. 

B doro Mbi noBCioAy AOpory HaHAeM, 

Jlrodou dypeaOM Mbi B03bMeM HanpoiioM, 

Pa3AaScH pena h pa3ABHHbcn Tafira, 

CoBeTCKHe t3hkh HAyT Ha Bpara. 

3HafiTe, BparH, Ha yAap Mbi otbcthm, 

Tan, HTO-dbi BaM HHKorAa He 3adbiTb, 

He dbiAo, HeT h He dyAeT Ha CBeTe, 

Chjim t3koh, HTodbi Hac nodeAHTb. 

He dbi.no, HeT h He dyAeT Ha CBeTe, 

CHJIbI T3K0H, HTodbi HaC HOdeAHTb. 

C Hedec caMOJieTbi, ahhkopm c Mopefl, 

C 3eMdH yparaHHbift oroHb daTapeii, 

M TaHKOB COBeTCKHX MOTyHHH OTpSIA, 

Bpara onpoKHHyT h b npax odpaTHT. 

3HafiTe, Bpara, Ha yAap mm otbcthm, 

Tax, HTO-dbi BaM HHKorAa He 3adbiTb, 

He dbiAo, HeT h He dyAeT Ha CBeTe, 

Chjim TaKofl, HTodbi Hac nodeAHTb. 

He dbi.no, HeT h He dyAeT Ha CBeTe, 

Chjim t3koh, HTodbi Hac nodeAHTb. 



Fair Thee Well, Tovarisch, to the War I go 

Record No. 7350 


When with sweet forgiveness in your eyes 
You will look at me, my friend, 

A new different color will take on the skies. 

And the earth to its very end. 

Forever, ever in our pai'ting ways 
Afar, or near, my life with you I’ll share. 

Let us shake hands, my friend, and then 

Our journey on to war, we will have strength to bear. 

We understand, and words we do not need, 

To tell each other over and repeat, 

That our fondness and our friendship sweet 
Mean more to us, than passion ever did. 


nPOUIAH, TOBAPHIH, 
HA BOHHY fl EAY 


KorAa c npocTbiM n AodpbiM B3opoM 
OCTaBHUIb TbI MeHH, MOH APYL 
HeOdbIMaHHbIM RBeTHblM y30p0M 
3eMaa h Hedo BcnbixHBaiOT BApyr. 

Be3Ae .cefinac, n nyTb pa3AyKH 
Xouy AeanTb c Todofi BcerAa. 

HaBaft, no>KMeM Apyr Apyry pyKH, 

M b AaabHHH nyTb Ha Aoarne roAa. 

Mbi Tax 6aH3KH, HaM cjiob He HyjKHO, 
Mto 6 noBTopaTb Apyr Apyry BHOBb, 

Hto Hauia He)KH0CTb h Hauia Apywda 
CHTibHee CTpacra, 6ojibuie, neM modoBb. 
Be3Ae, cefluac, h nyTb pa3AyKH 
Xouy BcerAa AeanTb c Todofi. 

HaBau, no>KMeM Apyr Apyry pyKH 
H b AaabHHH nyTb, Ha AOJiraft don. 



Bi ro-Bidzhan 

Record No. 7116 

Why, Oh heart, 

Why, Oh maiden heart 

Do you not ever leave me in peace? 

Not in vain 
Above the river 
The nightingale song 
His song. 

Take, Oh deep night 
Oh, take dreary night, 

Take our loneliness away. 

At dawn we 
To work will go, 

And work merrily away. 

At the fishing post on the lake 
In their nets fish they take. 

How the gleam and sparkle in the sun, 
Like flakes of silver on the sand. 

Let’s talk less, accomplish more, 

Fish we caught, more than before, 

All of our towns and cities 
Will have fish a’plenty. Come. . . 

O’er the water, over the blue 
Sailed the moon so young and new. 

Oh there you caressed and loved me; 
Then your words were “Oh darling mine,” 
At the fishing post, at the lake, 

In their nets the fish they take. 

While they work and their songs are gay; 
But my darling is far away. 


EHPO EHH/KAH 


Ox Tbi cepARe, ox Tbi Aesnube 
He BHAaTb MHe c to6oh nOKOK) 
rie^i He AapoM 3a pexoio 
3a pexoio coAOBeft 
Ox Tbi HOHKa, HOHKa TeMHaa, 
Pa3roHM Tbi nenaAb-3a6oTy. 

A Ha 3opbKe 3a padoTy, 

3a padoTy BeceAefl. 

Ha PbidaAKe y peKH 
TflHyT ce™ pbidaKH 
Ha OTKoce dAemeT pbida 
Caobho rAbida cepedpa. 


BoAbine Aeaa, MeHbine caob 
HbiHue BbinaA HaM yAOB, 
ByAeT ceAaM h cTOAHuaM 
BAOBOAb pbidbi ho! 

HaA pexoio, HaA boaohd 
naaBaA iwecBU moaoaoh, 

He MeHA — ah Tbi AacKaaa 
Ha3biBaAa mhawh moh, 

BoAbine Aeaa, MeHbine caob 
HbiHne Bbinaa HaM yAOB 
ByAeT ceaaM h ctoahurm 
BAOBOAb pbidbi. Ho! 



The Camp on the Kuban 

Record No. 7116 


In Kuban there is a village 
Above the water the moon is high. 

Only these dark eyelashes 
These eyelashes and blue eyes. 

I remember the last day of our meeting 
I can never forget it, 

The ribbon of fire at parting 
Shone at the mane of my stallion. 

I wanted to tell her two words; 

To look into her eyes and to be silent. 

Beautiful are the eyes of my raven-head; 

Her eyes are of a shape of stallion’s halter, etc. . . . 


JIATEPb HA KYBAHH 

Ha KydaHH ecTb oAHa cramma, 

Han BOAofi Bbiconaa ayHa. 

Bee MHe CHHTCH nepHbie pecHHRbi, 
Te pecHHUbi, CHHHe raa3a. 
rioMHK) AeHb nooieAHero CBHAaHba, 
He 3adbiTb MHe naMSTHoro ah«. 
OrHeBaa aeHTa Ha npom,aHbe 
3anbiaaaa b rpHBe y kohh. 
noMHio, acaaodHO y nepeBaaa 
naaxaa BeTep b pome Tonoaeft, 

H xoTea npocraTbca, Kan SbiBaao, 
nocToaTb y thxhx y noaeil. 

51 xoTea 6bi eft CKa3aTb ABa caoBa, 
3araaHyTb b raa3a h 3aMoaaaTb. 
XoponiH raa3a y nepHodpoBOH, 
floaro 6yay hx a BcnoMHHaTb. 





Medley of Latest Russian Songs 

Record No. 5534 


Once there lived a captain brave, 

Who many lands went sailing, 0! 

Many times bid farewell to the ocean wave 
The dry shore hailing; 

Fifteen times did he drown, 

And he faced the sharks with never a frown 

Though the storm, though the fight 

He kept singing the same song with all his might. 

Chorus: 

Captain, smile; captain, smile though it kills you, 
For a smile is the flag of our ship. 

Captain, smile; captain, smile, it will cheer you, 
When you’re smiling, you will never lose your grip. 


MOHTA>K HA MOTHB 
HOBbIX PyCCKHX I1ECEH 

>KhJI OTBa>KHbIH KanHTaH, 

Oh o6'be3Aua MHoro CTpaH, 

M He pa3 6opo3AHJi OKeaH, 

Pa3 naTHaAuaTb oh TOHya, 
nornbaa cpean axya, 

Ho hh pa3y Aa>Ke raa30M He MoprHya. 

M b beae h b 6010, 

HaneBaa oh neceHKy cboio. 

KanHTaH, KanHTaH, yawbHHTecb, 

BeAB yabidna sto $aar Kopabaa, 

KanHTaH, kannTaH, noATaHHTecb 
ToabKo CMeawM noKopnioTca Mopa. 

Ahi Hy-Ka necHK) HaM nponoiiTe b TeMHbifi Benep, 
H b TeMHbin Benep, H b TeMHbiH Benep. 

B Mopax Bee ropecTH Mbi ocTaBHM Ha CBeTe 
H Bee Ha CBeTe neceHKH noa. 

noil Ha BeTep npodHTbie ropbi 
Ha rpyboKne TafiHbi Mopeft, 
npocTbie pa3roBopbi, BeaHKHa npocTopbi 
npobeabi bbiawx aiOAeH. 
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Song of the Red Army Nurses 

FROM THE FIRM “GIRL FROM LENINGRAD” 

Record No. 6 307 


The battle is on, the war is stern, 

Loud sighs the Earth awakened by the war; 
Games are over, homes left behind 
Now at the front we march. 

Dialogue * * * 

“Farewell, Seriozsha.” 

“Farewell, Natasha.” 

“A friend of yours, Comrade Lieutenant?” 
“My fiancee ...” 


* * * 

Your native land has summoned you, 

Has named you a healing sister; 

Hurry, hurry girls 
To the battlefield. 

There waits a wounded young Red Army fighter. 
There waits a wounded young Red Army fighter. 


BOEHHblE CECTPbl KPACHOH APMHH 
IlPHBblJIH HA 4>POHT 


/l,aBHO b 6ok> pacueTbi doeBbie, 
ry^HT 3eMJia pa30y>KeHa boAhoh 
Ha,yT Ha (JjpoHT noApyrh SoeBbia, 

M no3aAH ocTaaca aom poahoh. 

/lo CBHAaHHA, CepejKa. 

R,o CBHA3HH3, HaTauia. 

3HaKOM.aa, TOBapmn CTapiiiHH AeirreHaHT? 
HeBecTa. 

PoAHHa nocaaaa aa to6ok> 

H Ha3Baaa BoeHHoro cecrpoio, 

CneuiHTe ACByuiKH. 

Ha rpo3HOM noae 6oa, 

KpacHoapMeeu, paHeH MoaoAoif, 
KpacHoapMeeu paHeH moaoaoh. 
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Stormy Night 

FROM THE FILM “GIRL FROM LENINGRAD” 

Record No. 6307 


Oh! The night, the stormy night, 

Dark night without moonlight; 

There is no road, in this night we’re blind; 
Not a pathway, that one may find. 

Do not stand near the fence and wait. 

I shall not reach the gate. 

Near the oven shall I be and dream; 

So tell yourself ’twas the blasting storm. 
But perhaps it was that I can’t foresee 
That you will always remain with me, 

And I dare not hope 
Ever your bride to be. 


BOEHHAH CECTPA KPACHOH APMHH 


Ox Tbi HOHKa, HoneHbKa Mopo3Haa, 
Honb 6e3JiyHHafl h 6e33Be3AHa3, 

He npofi™ toh HoneHbKoil HHKyAa, 
He BHASTb. 

TpOnHHOHKOIO hh CAeAa, 

Tbi He CToh HanpacHO 3,a orpaAOio, 
He npHAy k Te6e, He nopaAyio, 

Hh CAOBenKa 
,Ho6poro He CKaacy, 

Bo3Ae nenKH HoneHbKy npocHacy. 
noTOMy Jim hto MeTeT MeTeAHH,a, 
nOTOMy-AH, 

Hto MHe He BepHTCH, 

Hto Ha Bex 

OcTaHeuibca Tbi co mhoR, 
Ha30Beuib mchh moaoaoh aceHOH. 



IIPOBO>KAHHE 


Ox, /l afire b pyxw MHe rapMOHb 
3oAOTbie nJiaHKH. 

Ox, flapeHb AeByiiixy aomoR 
npoBowaa c ryjmHKH. 

LLIah ohh b pyxe pyxa 
Beceao h ApyKHO, 

TOJIbKO CTOKKA KOpOTKa, 
Pa3CTaBaTbca HyxtHO. 

Ox, XaTa BCTaaa BnepeAH 
TeMHoe okouiko 

Ox, Oft Tbi CTewKa, noroAH, 
npOTRHHCb HeMHOJKKO 

Tbi noTHLue npoBoxtaft, 
IlapeHb ceporaa3bift, 
fioTOMy hto oneHb xcaAb 
PaccTaBaTbCA cpa 3 y. 

Ox, UaftTe b pyKH MHe rapMOHb 
Mto 6 cbirpaTb CTpaAaHbe. 


Ox, flapeHb A6ByuiKy aomoR 
FIpoBOiKaa c ryjiaHba. 

LLI.ITH ohh pyxa b pyxe, 

LUah ohh ao AOMy 
A npHiuan ohh k peice, 

K (5epery KpyTOMy. 

Ox, no3a6biJi 3HaKOMbift nyTb 
yxax<op 3a6aBa, 

Ox, HaAO 6 BJieBo noBepHyrb — 
IloBepHyA HanpaBO. 

JlbeTCH penKa b AaAbHHft Kpafi 
riorAHAH, nocjiymaft, 

Hto->k th KoJia — HnKoaafi 
ileAaemb c Kanomefi. 

Ox, Bo3BpamaTbca no3we Bcex 
KaTe HenpHHTHO. 

Ox, ToAbKO hoth KaK Ha rpex 
He HAyT odpaTHO. 

He XOTHT OHH AOMOH, 

Hoth MOAOAwe. 

Oft rapMOHb Moa, rapMOHb. 
IXliaHKH 30A0Tbie. 


HOHyH, AyHKJUJKA 

Hoayfi, .HyHiomita, ax, Aa Honyft, Aio6yuiKa. 
Tbi HOHyemb y mchh, noAapio ApywoK Te6e a. 
3x, Aa Tbi Honyeuib y mchh, 

3x, Aa noAapio ApyxcoK Te6a a. 
noAapio ApyxiKy cepex<KH a cepeSpaHbie, 

3x, Aa noAapio Apyacny cepe>KKH, 

3x, Aa He cepeSpaHbie, a Apyate 30A0Tbie, 

CO n0ABa30HK3MH. 

3x, Aa a Apy*e, 30A0Tbie, 

3x, Aa c noABa30HKaMH, 

H Ha caaByujKy noftAy 
>KeMayx{Hbie eft Kyruno. 
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Strolling Home 

Record No. 63 6 6 

Ah, let me have the accordion 
With the golden keybord. 

Ah, I escorted a girl to her home 
After a party. 

We walked together hand in hand 
Happy and contented. 

But the journey seemed too short; 

We had to bid each other farewell. 

Ah, a peasant cottage is before us. 
Darkened is the window. 

Ah, footpath wait awhile; 

Try to be a little longer; 

Escort me and do not hurry, 

You grey-eyed lad, 

Because I too am sad 
To say good-bye so soon. 

Ah, let me have the accordion 
To play of my distress. 

Ah, I escorted a girl to her home 
After a party. 

We walked together hand in hand. 

We came to the house 
But a river flowed before it, 

A river with steep banks. 

Ah, he forgot the familiar road, 

This fascinating lover. 

Ah, he should have turned to the left; 

He turned to the right instead. 

Onward the river flows far away. 

Look and listen! 

What’s the matter Nikolai? 

What are you doing to your Katinka ? ... 


Stay On Doonushka 

Record No. 622 7 

Stay on Doonushka, Stay on Looboshka (beloved) 
Stay on Doonushka, with me. 

Precious gift I shall give thee. 

Stay on Doonushka with me. 

Repeat. 

Fine Earings will I give thee. 

Molded in glittering gold 
With pearls too, if you’ll be near 
Will I give to thee my dear. 
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Down the Mighty Volga River 


Record No. 3822 



Down the mighty mother Volga, 
Every breeze a breath of freedom, 
Gaily is the wind at play. 

The eye sees naught but waves afar, 
Save one lonely little boat, 

Small and dark with sails of white; 
With the sailors brave and manly, 

In their caps of brightest red. 

They sing a song to mighty Volga 
With their leader at the head. 




bhh 3 no MATyuiKE, no BOJITE 


Bhh3 no MaTywKe, no Boare, 
no mnpoKOMy pa3AOAbio, 
Pa3birpaJiac3 noroAa, 
FIoroAyniKa He Majiaa. 

Hnnero b boahax He bhaho, 
ToAbKO AOAOHKa HepHeeT, 
ToAbKO AOAOHKa HepHeeT, 

Ha Hen napyca deAeiOT. 

Ha rpeduax mAsnbi TeMHeioT, 
KyuiaKH Ha hhx aAeiOT. 

Ha KOpMe chaht X03HHH, 

CaM X03HHH BO HapHAG. 

KaK B03r0B0pHT X03HHH: 

— Hy xa, rpaHeMTe, pedsrra, 
Bhh3 Aa no MaTyinxe, no Boare. 
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Kalinka 

Record No. 769 6 

Oh Kalinka, Kalinka, dear Kalinka Mine; 
How fair in the garden, Kalinka, you stand. 
Under the tree, under the green, 

Let me sit there, and alone, 

Oh lulu lulu, Oh lulu lulu; 

Let me sit there alone . . . 

Chorus —Kalinka, Kalinka 

Your deep green boughs, Oh tree 
Leave us no light over head 
Oh lulu lulu, Oh lulu lulu; 

There is no light over head. 

Chorus —Kalinka, Kalinka 

My pretty maiden, my round faced maiden 
Give me your love, Oh be my beloved. 

Oh lulu lulu, Oh lulu lulu 
Give me your love. Oh be my beloved. 
Chorus —Kalinka, Kalinka 


KAJIHHKA 

KaaHHKa, KaaHHKa, KaaHHKa Moa, 

B caay aroaa MaaHHKa, MaaHHKa Moa 
KaaHHKa, KaaHHKa, KaaHHKa Moa 
B caay aroaa, MaaHHKa, MaaHHKa Moa 
KaaHHKa, KaaHHKa, KaaHHKa Moa, 

B caay aroaa MaaHHKa, MaaHHKa Moa. 
rioA cochoio noA 3 eaeHoio, 
riocaAHTe bh MeHa . . . 

Ah aioan aioan, Ah atoan aioaH, 
riocaAHTe Bbi MeHa. 

KaaHHKa, KaaHHKa, KaaHHKa Moa, 

B caAy aroAa MaaHHKa, MaaHHKa Moa 
KaaHHKa, KaaHHKa, KaaHHKa Moa, 

B caay aroAa MaaHHKa, MaaHHKa Moa 
KaaHHKa, KaaHHKa, KaaHHKa Moa, 

B caAy aroAa MaaHHKa, MaaHHKa Moa. 
floTOMy hto Tbi 3eaeHaa, 

HeTy CBeTy HaAO mhoh. 

Ah aioan, Ah aioan aioan, 

HeTy CBeTy HaAO mhoh, 

KaaHHKa, KaaHHKa, KaaHHKa Moa, 

B caAy aroAa MaaHHKa, MaaHHKa Moa 
KaaHHKa, KaaHHKa KaaHHKa Moa 
B caAy aroAa MaaHHKa, MaaHHKa Moa. 
KpacaBHRa KpyraoaHua 
noaiodH - >Ke ra MeHa. 

Afl aioaH, Ah aioan aioan 
noaiodn a<e Tbi MeHa. 
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Caucasian Mountains 

Record No. 5860 


Oh! you mountains Oh Oh Oh! 

Oh! you Mountain slopes and vales, 
Mountains, peaks of beauty great 
High, Magnificent and straight 
Through the mountains Oh Oh Oh! 
Through the dales 
Flows a stream of water clear, 
Through the mountains, 

Through the dales. 

And nearby the water clear, 

Sleeps in peace a garden blue, 

Sleeps in peace, a garden blue 
Near the water crystal clear. 


rOPbl KABKA3CKHE 


y>K Bbl TOpbl MOH H HH ax. 

Topw npnropbi moh 
T ophi npnropbi npexpacHbie 
/fa BbicoKO KpacHbie. 

/fa noA 3toh noA ropofi Aa — e — e — ax. 
A — a — a — /fa noA 9Toft noA ropofl 
TeneT peuxa npn rope 
M noA peuKoft npu rope, 

Oh noA 9toh noA pexoio 
3 — 3 — ffa pacTyT caAbi, caAbi. 

M — h — h — pacTyT caAw — caAbi. 

M — h — h — h — pacTyT caAbi. 

/fa HaA 9 toh HaA boaoh 
A — a — a — ffa HaA 9 toh HaA boaoh 
Thxo, thxo cnHT caA roay6on. 

Thxo, thxo cnHT caA ro/iygoii. 
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Song of Fatherland 

Record No. 6309 

From the film “One Day in Soviet Russia” 

The beautiful sun broke the night in all grace, 
Preparing a journey to make. 

It knows not the hardships it will have to face. 

To travel through our country the great. 

Greetings, Fatherland of mine; 

Beautiful divine; 

All together we must be 
One big toiling family. 

In the forest, on hills, near the rivers and seas 
Everywhere our brothers we’ll find, 

Everywhere strive the Soviet people for peace. 

With their Fatherland always in mind. 

Through forests the deep roads are made far and near, 
Where the desert has been, cities grow. 

And over the entire country you hear the song of labor 
Sung high and low. 

Greetings, Fatherland of mine 
Beautiful divine 
All together we must be 
One big toiling family. 


IIECHH O POUHHE 

PyMflHoe cojiHge pacceaao TbMy, 
rOTOBHCb k 60 /ibinoMy nyra, 

He Maao npHAeTca TpyAHTbca eiwy, 

MtoS Hainy CTpaHy obofira. 

3ApaBCTByfi, poAHHa boAbiuaa, 
HeHarajiAHaa Moa, 

TpyAOBaa, boeBaa, 

Heob’aTHaa ceMba. 

BeceAbiM AyaoM ocBemna 3apa, 

CTeneft becKOHeaHyio inupb, 

BbicoKue ropbi, Aeca h noaa, 

KaBKa3 h MypMaH h Cubupb. 

Ha lore wapa h He obaanKa HeT 
Ha ceBepe TyaH h AeA, 

Ha EaATHKe Hoab, Ha npHMopbH paccBeT, 
H BCioAy paboTa hact. 

B Aecax, Ha ropax, y Mopeft h y pex, 

IloBciOAy Mbi bpaTbeB HafiAeM, 
riOBCKJAy COBeTCKHH JKHBeT HeAOBeK, 

M pOAHHy CAaBHT TpyAOM. 

3ApacTByn, poAHHa boAbmaa, 

HeHarAaAHaa moa, 

TpyAOBaa, boeBaa 
Heob’aTHaa ceMba. 
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In the Silence of Night 

Record No. 6265 


Of what I dream at night 
When all is dark and quite, 
Of what I always think 
And linger o’er and o’er— 
Let it remain untold. 

Even from you, my song, 

My light, unfaithful friend, 
The joy of lonesome life— 
Even from you I keep 
My silent, secret dream 
You would reveal at once 
Of what I always think, 
Whose voice I hear at night, 
Whose eyes I see before me, 
Whose name is on my lips. 


O HEM B THIIM HOHHOH 

O HeM B THUIH HOHHOH 
TaHHCTBeHHO MeHTaiO, 

O neM npn CBeTe aha 
BceuacHO noMbiuiajuo, 

To dyAeT TaimbiH cbct. 

M TaiOKe TbI, MOH CTHX, 

TbI, Apyr MOH BeTpeHHblH, 
YcaaAa AHeR mohx, 

Tede He nepeAaM 
jlyuiH Moen MeHTaHba, 

Koab CKopo CKaKeuib tw 
H en rjiac b hohhom MOJiuaHbH 
MHe cabiuiHTCH, neil jihk 
H BCiOAy Haxoxcy, 

HbH OUH CBeTflT MHe, 

Hbe hmh a TBep>Ky. 
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Song of Shorse 

Record No. 5841 

To his soldiers down the shore, 
Coming from afar. 

Under the Red banner, 

Commander like a star. 

Hey! Hey! Commander like a star. 

If you look afar, 

Who is coming there, 

Under the Red banner, 

Wounded—with head bare. 

Hey! Hey! Wounded with head bare. 

If you care to see, 

Who is coming there, 

Under the Red banner, 

The Commander Red, 

Hey! Hey! The Commander Red. 


IIECHfl O LUOPUE 

To b OTpsm no depery 
Hto H3Aa^eKa, 

To nOA KpacHbiM 3HaMeHeM, 

KoMaHAHp noiiKa. Eh — Eft — KoMaHAup noAKa. 

ToJioBa o6B33aHa 
llpocTO pyxaBOM, 

3to ecTb npocToe? 

riocuyiKHoft KOHeu,. Eft — Eft — IlocAyixHoft KOHeu. 
ECAH BHAUUJb BAaAH 
KtO 3T0 HA6T, 

To noA xpacHbiM 3naMeHeM, 

PaHeHbifi MAeT. Eft — Eft — PaHeHbift hact. 

Ecah Bbl nOCMOTpHTe, 

KtO HACT BAaAH — 

To hact noA 3HaMeHeM, 

KpacHbifi KOMaHAnp. Eft — Eft — KpacHbift KOMaHAHp. 
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Song of Chapayev 

Record No. 5841 


Do not fly o’er us you raven crow; 

Do not spread your wings so black; 

Our hearts you shall not frighten; 

For we will never turn back. 

The night is dark and full of danger 
The foeman is close by; 

Do not sleep. Beware, you sentry. 

They sh’ant surprise us and have us die. 

A shot, another; 

Horses flying, 

Dawn is breaking through the night; 
Some one is running, running to safety, 
Where is Chapayev? 

Let us fight! 


IIECHfl O HAIIAEBE 


TbI He BeHCfl, HepHblH BOpOH, 

He Mauin dojibiuHM apbiaoM, 

He HaKJiHueuib cepauy rope, 

Bee paBHO CBoe B03bMeM. 

Hohkh TeMHbie, uyiKHe, 

Hto MHe CHHTCfl JKHryAH 
Bbi He cnHTe, aacoBbie, 

Kaa. 6bi Hac He o6oiujih. 
rpOMKHH BbICTpea CKauyT KOHH 

3a OKOAHuefl yac cbct, 

Kto yxoAHT ot noroHH, 

IloHeMy Banaa Her. 

3aKHnaeT 60 P 1 b rpaHHue, 

BbeT TpeBory dapadaH, 

EpoAST no Hedy 3apHHUbi, 

H noKpbiJi peay TyMaH. 

ByAb Tbi npOKaaTa HeBoaa, 

ByAeM deabiM ycTynaTb, 
y MeHa Ha cepaue HoeT 
nycTb He CTOHeT Haui Hanaii. 
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Youth 

FROM THE FILM “VOLGA-VOLGA” 

English lyric translation by Jnlian Leigh 
Record No. 9312 

Bright and shining as the day lies the road of Youth, 

The sunny road before the youngsters lies, so large and smooth. 
’T is as high as the/sky, 

’T is as free as the sea, 

’T is a merry, joyful road, the road of Youth. 

All we wished and all we dreamed of—all at once comes true. 
We shall reach the shining sun, and we shall take it, too. 

All be snappy, snappy, snappy, 

All be happy, happy, happy, 

We are ripening like wheat for a cheerful life. 

Let us sing from the heart, 

We are strong, we are smart, 

We are ripening, like wheat, for a cheerful life. 

Let us go, let us jump, let us dance in our mirth. 

Songs are flying over us, like fearless birds. 

Come on girls, come on boys, 

We shall dance and rejoice. 

We shall take the merry road, the road of Youth. 

Let us sing from the heart. 

We are strong, we are smart, 

’t is the merry, joyful road, the road of the Youth. 


Pathway of Happiness 

(DOROZENKA) 

Record No. 6300 


Fog spreads over the river. 
Transparent dew falls on the grass. 

I will wear my red sarafan, 

And I will pick red raspberries. 

(Repeat the two last lines.) 

Young and gay—I shall take a walk 
And sorrow and grief will never return. 
I am proud of my work. 

Of my work for the kolhoz. 

(Repeat the two last lines.) 

In the cleared meadow the road 
Lies in a bright, wide stripe, 

A road that is glowing with lovely light 
And leads to shining victories. 

(Repeat the tivo last lines.) 
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MOJIOAE>KHAH 


BbeTCfl AbiMKa 30Ji0Taa ,npHAopojKHaa, 

Oft Tbi, pa^ocTb MOJioAaa, HeB03M0>KHa3. 

Tohho He6o BbicoKa th, Tohho Mope iimpoxa Tbi, 
Heo6’aTHa3 Aopora, MoaoAe>xHa3. 

3ft, rpaHeM CHAbHee, IloATHHeM Apy^xwee, 

Tohho HeSo Bbicona Tbi, 

Tohho Mope rnupoKa Tbi, 

Heo6’3THaH Aopora, MoaoAexcHaa. 

Hto MeHTaaocb h xoTeaocb — to e(5biBaeTC3, 
npflMO k coJiHuy Hama CMeaocTb npo6HBaeTC3. 
Bcex pa36yAHM, 6yAHM, 6yAHM, 

Bee Ao6yAeM, SyAeM, SyAeM, 

Caobho xoaoc ,Hauia paAOCTb HaaHBaeTCH. 

3ft, rpsHeM CHAbHee, 
rioATSHeM ApywHee, 

Bcex pa3dyAHM, 6yA«M, 6 vahm, 

Bee Ao6yAeM, SyAeM, SyAeiw, 

Caobho xoaoc, Hama paAOCTb HaaHBaeTCH. 

B nancxe hoth xoaht camh, camh npoc^Tca, 

A HaA HAMH COAOBbHMH neCHH HOC3TC3. 

3ft, noApyra, bhxoah xa, 

M Ha Apyra noraHAH Ka, 

HtoSbi myTKOio Beceaoft nepeSpocHTbca. 

3ft, rpHHeM CHJibHee, 
rioATHHeM Apy>KHee, 

3ft, noApyra, bhxoah Ka, 

M Ha Apyra norjiHAH xa, 

Hto6h myTKOio Beceaoft nepeSpocHTbca. 


,HOPO>KEHbKA 

To HaA penxoft paccTHJiaeTca TyMaH, 
Pocbi HHCTbie ynaan Ha TpaBy, 

H HaaeHy cboH SopAOBbift capacJiaH, 

H MaaHHbi, xpacHoft siroAbi, HapBy. 

Moaoaah Aa Beceaaa npoftAycb, 

He BepHeTca x HaM hh rope, hh 6eAa, 

H CBoeft pa6oToft, caaBoro rop>xycb, 

H — yAapHHHa xoaxo3Horo TpyAa. 

B hhctom noaximKe AOpoxceHbxa aeraa 
CaoBHO cBeTaan, 6oabman noaoca. 
PaccBeTabiM CBeTaa AopojxeHbxa CBeTaa, 
M BeaeT OHa x nodeAaM — nyAecaM. 

Kto K0AX03Hyx> AOpoxxy npoao>KHa, 

Kto xoaxo3Hyio Aopojxxy npoTOpna? 
3 to JleHHH HaM Aopojxxy npoaoKHA, 

3to CTaaHH HaM Aopojxxy npoTopna. 
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Bandura 

Record No. 5199 

I would take the banjo 
But after I shall play 
The people will say 
That being foolish 
I became a banjo player. 

My heart loves in spite of my wisdom, 
And my heart demands 
This love... 

(repeat the last two lines) 

(the 3rd couplet like the first one) 


B3HB EH H EAHAHypy 

B351B 6 h a baHAypy 
Taft 3arpaB mo 3Has 
Hepe3 Ty baHAypy 

BaHAypucTOM CTaB 

A Bee uepe3 ohh 
Kojih6 h i'x MaB 
3a Ti napi ohh 
ffyuiyb a BiAAaB. 

MapeHbKO cepue 
no>KaAift MeHe 
Bi3bMH moc cepu,e 
jfaft MeHi CBoe. 

ffe rpiM 3a ropaMH 
jfe coHeuKO cue 
TaM moh roaybKa 
3 iKaaio 3aBMnpae. 
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Chassian ... Forlorn 

Record No. 6246 


Father mine, my beloved brothers, woe is me; 
He loves me not, he won’t take me unto him. 

I am lost forever, Romany Brethren, 

I am going to perdition. 

Romany brethren, I’ll marry him 

But I’ll leave him to bring shame on his head. 

Brethren mine, understand me, 

This is my end ... 


3A6bITAH 

Ofeu, moh, jnodHMbie bpaTba jKaaeiOT MeHa: 

He jik>6ht oh MeHa, He xoaeT oh MeHa. 
lloTepaHa a, dparba-RbiraHe, HaBcerAa, 

BaH3Ka Moa norabejib ... 

BpaTb«-u,biraHe, a noiiAy c hum noA BeHen, 
riOTOM OCTaBJIIO, HTOd npeA MHpOM yCTblAHTb. 

noiiMHTe MeHa, Rbirane-dpaTba, 

BJIH30K moh KOHeu . . . 



The Hobo 

Record No. 6260 

Tell me, tell me, you wanderer, 

Who are you, and where do you come 
from? 

Ah, but I do not know, Romale . . . 

Ah, under the sun’s warm rays 
I fell into deep sleep, 

Ah, I do not remember, 

I know not, Romale... 

Confess, confess, you homeless one; 
Who is he? Whose is he? 

Ah, but he does not remember, 

He does not know, Romale ... 


BPOAflrA 

Ax, paccKa>Kn, paccKa>KH, bpoAara, 

Hen Tbi poaom ,OTKyAa? 

Ax, Aa a He 3Haio, PoMaae . . . 

Ax, MeHA coAHbiuiKO npHrpeno . . . 

H ycHyJi nnydoKHM chom, 

Ax, Aa a He noMHio, 

Ax, Aa a He 3hak>, PoMane ; . . 

Tax Aa Pocca, Aa Pocca bpoAara, 

Reft oh poaom, oTKyAa oh? . . . 

Ax, Aa oh He noMHHT, 

Ax, Aa oh He 3HaeT, PoMaae, H3, hs . . . 
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Glistening in the Fog Is My Fire 

Record No. 7350 


In the fog my campfire is bright, 
Sparks are falling, as they die. 

No one’ll meet us in the night, 

On the bridge we’ll say goodbye. 

When the night will pass—to-morrow 
We’ll say farewell, darling mine, 

And my wagon I shall follow 
With my gypsies in their line. 


MOK KOCTEP 

Moil KOCTep b TyMaHe cbctht, 
HcKpbi racHyT HaaeTy, 

HOUblO Hac HHKTO He BCTpeTHT, 
Mbi npocTHMCfl Ha MOCTy. 
Houb nponuia h cno3apaHOK 
riyTb AaaeKHH MHabift moh, 
IloMHycb c Toanoii RbiraHOK 
3a khShtkoK kohcboh. 

Ha npomaHbe uiaab c k3hmok) 
Tbi Ha MHe y3aoM cbjdkh 
Eyay necHH neTb Hrpaa 
Ha KoaeHax y t e(5a. 


— 25 — 



Dochaney (Unrequited Love) 

Record No. 6246 

Those beautiful eyes, they ruined me; 
They brought me to the brink of madness; 
I love these proud black eyes, 

I who am lost forever . .. 

In grief I had gone into the woods 
I plucked some flowers, but these are now 
strangers to me; 

I feel that I am dead. I live no longer. 

I feel that I am dead, I live no longer 
1, a Romany, I have lost all my pride 
All for these eyes ... 


HEB03BPALUEHHAJ! JHOBOBb 

3th npeKpacHbie r;ia3a norydHAH MeH3, 

Ohh AOBe;iH MeHa ao 6e3yMH3. 

H ^io6aio 9th ropAuie uepHbie rjia3a, 

51 noTepjw HaBcerAa. 

B CTpaAaHHH yuiea a b nnydoKHe aeca, 
Codupaji a RBeTbi, ho uyjKAbi ohh Tenepb ajw 
Mem. 

51 uyBCTByio, HTO MepTB, 

Mto He ikhb ywe 6ojibine a, 

51, pbiraH, noTepaa cboio ropAOCTb HaBcerAa, 
W Bee AJi3 9thx raa3 . . . 
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Not the Wind's Breathing 

Record No. 62 65 


It’s not the wind, that light and brief, 
The stirring in leafage raise: 

My soul awakens at your touch, 

It’s alive and restless, like a leaf, 

And like a harp it sings and praises. 

It was accustomed to the gale, 

The whim of fate it used to know, 

The tempest raged with blows and wail, 
And all was buried in the snow. 

But you, sweet voice, are soft and gay, 
Your touch is smooth, your gait is light, 
Like fragrant flowering of May, 

Like stirring of a moonlit night. 


HE BETEP BEfll C BbICOTbl 

A. K. Tojictoh 

He BeTep, Bea c BbicoTbi, 

JIhctob KOCHy;iCH Houbio ayHHoii: — 
Moeii AyuiH KOCHyaacb Tbi: 

OHa TpeBOJKHa, KaK jihctm, 

OHa, KaK rycJiH, MHorocTpyHHa. 

>KnTeiicKHH BHxpb ee Tep3an, 

M coKpymHTeabHbiM naderoM, 

Cbhctb h boa, CTpyHbi pBaji, 

M H3HOCHJI XOaOAHbIM CHeroM. 

Tbos JKe peub aacKaeT c/iyx, 

TBoe aerKO npHKOCHOBeHbe, 

Kax ot RBeTOB ;ieT»m,nft nyx, 

KaK MaucKOH houh AyHOBeHbe. 
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The Far Away 

Record No. 5813 


Along the road to the far horizon 
I shall send you. 

Over the apple tree 

The full light of dawn will fall, alas. 

Give me, falcon, 

At our farewell the sabre. 

With the sharp sabre 
Present to me the bayonet. 

I shall pick up with the bayonet 
The handkerchief, 

And over my blue eyes 
I shall tie it. 

The handkerchief will flutter, 

And on your bright sabre, 

The sabre which you presented to me, 
A tear will fall. 


b nyTb AOPO>KKy 

MJIbHIOK) 


B nyTb AopoJKKy AajibHioio 
H Teds OTnpaB^iio, 
yna^eT Ha h€wiohio 
C nejibifl CBeT 3apH, 3x? 
no,a,apn MHe, COKOJl, 

Ha npomaHbe cadaio, 
BMecTe c ocTpoft cad/iefi 
FlHKy noAapH. 

91 Horofl npn nHKe 
IloAbiMy njiaToneK, 

Ha moh Ha CHHHe 
noBSJKy rjia3a, 

KaK MaxHeT naaToueK, 

91 CMaxHy nyToneK, 
no AapeHofl cad/ie 
node>KHT cjie3a. 
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ECJ1H 3ABTPA BOHHA 


Tan Mbi neaH Baepa 
A ceroAHH BOHHa HapyuiHAa. 

H KorAa noAomaa doeBaa nopa, 

3aneBaeM Mbi c hoboh chaoh. 

Ha 3eMae, b Hedecax h Ha Mope, 

Haul HaneB h Morya h cypoB, 
noAbiMaflca HapoA, codHpaSca b noxoA, 

Pa3rpoMHM odHaraeBiiiHx BparoB. 

HacTynHaa BOHHa. BcxoAbixHyAacb erpaHa, 
Ot KpoHUJTaTa ao BAaAHBOCTOKa, 
BcxoAbixHyAacb CTpaHa, BeAHKa h CHAbHa. 

H Bpara pa3odbeM mm jkcctoko. 

B ueAOM Miipe hhtag HeTy chaw Taxofl 
HTodw Hamy CTpaHy coKpyuiHAa 
C HaMH CTaAHH poAHOH, Thmouichko repon, 
C HaMH Apyr doeBoft BopouiHAOB. 

KaXiABIH pyCCKHH COAAaT 
>KH3Hb OTAacT, Kan repoH 
B 9TOM MOIU,b Hauien 
POAHHbl MHAOft. 



KPACHAH MOCKBA 


[ 


Jl _ / 




BeAHKaa, Moryaaa, 

Hhkcm HenodeAHMaa. 
CTpana Moa, MocKBa Moa! 
sB&ecAaBHaa, AiodHMaa! 


BeAHKaa, Moryaaa, 

Hhkcm HenodeAHMaa. 
CTpana Moa, MocKBa Moa! 
BcecaaBHaa, AiodHMaa! 
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If War Breaks Out Tomorrow 

Record No. 6330 

If war breaks out to-morrow. 

If the foe should attack, 

If he suddenly strikes to surprise us 

In defense of our land 

The whole people as one man will rise up. 

Chorus ■— 

On the land, in the skies, on the ocean, 
Peals our song with a stern ringing migl 


If we march to-morrow 
So today let’s be ready to fight! 

If war breaks out tomorrow, 

The whole land from Kronstadt 
Out to Vladivostok will be ready. 

At the summons to fight 

All the people will rise 

And shall ruthlessly rout the invader. 


Chorus — 

Planes in squadrons will soar, 

Our machine guns will fire. 

Mighty tanks will go rumbling and rattle. 
Fleets of warships will sail. 


i\. i v i v 

Armored cars will be sped, 

And our infantry march into battle. 




Red Moscow 

Record No. 5528 



The dearest and the mightiest, 
The great unconquered. 

Oh! Land of Mine, 

Oh! Moscow Mine, 

You are the most beloved. 
Repeat 

The dearest and the mightiest, 
The great unconquered. 

Oh! Land of Mine, 

Oh! Moscow Mine, 

You are the most beloved. 
Repeat 


! 

Repeat 


Repeat 


ffi J 


— 30 — 



In The Moonlit Meadows 

Record No. 769 6 

Near the meadow, under the moon, 
Near the vast field, 

Near a herd 
A horse played freeely. 

The horse played freely 

And the soldier against his own will 

Will catch the horse with a silk cord. 

And I shall spur it 
And the horse will run 
As quickly as an arrow. 

Run, my horse, like wind, 

And stop at my sweetheart’s 
Stop at my sweetheart’s . .. 


OH nPH Jiy>KKE IIPH JiyHE 

Oh npH jiy>Ki<e npn ayHe 
ripn uiHpoKOM noae 
npH bcahkom TadyHe 
KoHb ryasiA Ha Boae. 2 pa3a 
KoHb ryana Ha Boae, 

CoaaaT no HeBoae 
On noiiMaio, 3aHy3aaio, 
LUeaKOBOH y3AOio. 
yaapro umopaMH noa 6om 
KoHb aeraT cTpeaoio. 

Oh, aeTH, aera, moS KOHb, 

TbI BHXpeM HeCHCH, 
flpOTHB MHaOH ABOpa 
CtOHMH CTaHOBHCa. 

M yaapb KonbiTaMH 
MTodbi Bbiuiaa aeBHua, 

C HepHbIMH dpOBAMH. 

R,eBHU,a BCTaaa, 

Coh cboh paccKa3aaa, 
npaBOH pyKoii odHaaa 
H nopeaoBaaa. 
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Golden Sands 

Record No. 5398 


You golden sands, 

You are strong as iron. 

I, a young girl, 

Fell in love with a lad. 

{Repeat the last two lines ) 

I love and I am sad, 

As I can not forget, 

But openly I dare not, 

I dare not confess it. 

(Repeat the last two lines) 

I am a Kolhoz girl, 

The Kolhoz is not a famous one. 
But you can not order the heart 
A girl’s heart is aching... 

{Repeat the last two lines) 


30JI0TbIE BbJ IIECOHKH 


3ojTOTbie bw necowKH, 

Bbi JKe.ne3Hbi Ha necxax, 
nojnoCHaa a, AeBaeHKa, 
Mo-noAoro napeHbKa. 
rioaiodHaa, 3aTy>KHaa, 
IloaiodHaa, He 3a6biTb, 

M OTKpbITbCH a He CMeiO, 

M He CMeiO roBopuTb. 

H, Koaxo3Haa AeBaemca, 

Haul K0JIX03 He 3HaMeHHT. 

Ho h cepAuy He npHKaaceuib, 
CepAUe AOBHMbe ropHT. 
CepAUe AeBHHbe He CTaHeT 
B OKHAaHbH HHKOrAa. 

HeAoraAAHB moH napHHuiKa, 
HeAoraAaHB, ho xopoin. 
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Ducks in Flight 

Record No. 5398 


Ducks are flying, 
Ducks are flying, 

And two geese. 

Oh, for the one I love, 
The one I love, 

I wait endlessly. 

When my dear one, 
When my dear one 
Will desert me. 

Oh, do not tell him, 
Do not tell him 
All you know. 


JIETHT YTKH 

JlerflT yTKH, AeTflT yTKH , 
h ABa rycfl. 

Ox, Koro Aiodmo, icoro juo6juo, 

He ACUKAyca. 

Ox 3aneTKa, ox, 3aneTKa 
TAe Tbi, rAe Tbi? 

Ox XOpOIUH TBOH . . . XOpOLUH TBOH 
ripHBeTbi. 

KorAa mhamh, KorAa MHAbift 
BpocaTb CTaHeT, 

Oh He pa3CKa3biBaft, He pa3CKa3biBan 
Mto 3Haeuib. 
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Field, My Field 

Record No. 5950 


Field, my field; 

My field of gold. 

All that has been, 

Let the winds in song enfold. 

Over you, my great fields 
Are the skies of blue; 

Skies of my own land, 

My native land. 

***Repeat 

Over you, my native lands, 

Birds are flying high, 

Over the blue waters 
Foreign to the sky. 

And on their wings they carry 
The song that has been written 
By the land 
That is mine. 


no/IE MOE, nOJIE, 


noae Moe, noae, 
rio/ie 30JiOToe, 

Tbi bbiaoe rope 
no BeTpy pa3Beu. 

HaA Toboio, noae, 
Hebo roayboe 
Hebo roayboe . . . 
Poahhm Moeii. 

Ec/ih ate BepHyTcn 
TyHH rpo30Bbie 
H CBepKaeT bypa 
HaA CBoeii CTpaHoii 

H cnoeuib Tbi, noae, 
necHH boeBbie 
M 3an^aueT Aoaa 
BAOJib no AOJiaM. 


BbinabiBaer yTpo 
C necHeio Beceaoft 
M 3BeHST B K0aX03aX 

3bohko roaoca, 

M HeceTcn necHS 
nOA K0AX03HbIM 
3BOHOM, 

BTopaT necHe 3 toh 
P eKH h Aeca 
M HeceTca necHH 
nOA K0JIX03HbIM 3BOHOM 

Btopht necHe stoh 
PeKH h aeca. 

HaA Toboio, noae, 
npoaeTaioT nraubi 
To naA MopeM chhhm 
B AaabHHe Kpaa 


M HecyT Ha Kpbiabnx 
Hto bbiao b rpaHHue 
neCHH, HTO CAOJKHAa 
POAHHa MOH. 
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Cossaks Whistling 

Record No. 5278 

The cossaks were whistling', 

And Marousenka made her 
Bright eyes red with weeping. 
Don’t cry, Marousenka 
Don’t be sad. 

The moon is above the mountain, 
And there is no sun, 

And mother speeds her son 
On his journey, 

And she cries. 

Go, go my son, 

Attend to your duty, 

But in four weeks 
Return back home. 


3ACBHCTAJIH K03AHEHbKH 

3acBHCTa^M K03aneHbKH 

B noxoA c nonyHOHH 
3anJiaKa7ia MapyceHbKa 
CBOH SICHbl OHH. 

He nJianb, He naanb, MapyceHbKa, 
He njianb, He jKypncB, 

3a CBoero MHJieHbKoro 
Tbl He XHJTHCH. 

Ctoht MHcau, HaA ropoto 
A cojmua HeMae 
MaTbi cbiHa B AopoxceHbKy 
C.HH3H0 npoBOKae. 

Hah, hah, mhh CbiHOHKy 
Ta He 3a6aB^HiiCH 
Hpe3 neTbipe HeAeaeHKH 
Ro AOMy BepTaftcH. 

Oft paA 6u h, MapyceHbKa, 
Ckopefluie BepHyTbcs 
Ta IROCb MHH KOHb BOpOHeHbKHH 
B BOpOTaX CnOTKHyBCH. 
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I Hove Traveled the World Over 

Record No. 6227 


I have traveled the world over, 

But my darling have not found. 

Back to Russia I have returned, 

And my heart'seemed to hear love’s song. 
Repeat 

Where are you my love, my dearest? 

Let me hear thee call once more; 

Where are you my blue eyed darling? 

I still love you as before. 

Repeat 

Hear me love, Oh, heed my call, 

Dear beloved, soul of mine, 

The entire World I’ll conquer, 

For those dear blue eyes of thine. 

Repeat 


H BOO BCEJIEHHyK) nPOEXAJI 


Bcio to a BceTieHHyio npoexaa, 

HnrAe Mnaoft He Hamea. 

H B POCCHK) B03BpaTHJICa, 

CepAUy cjibiuiHTca npHBeT. 2 pa3a 
r^e we Tbi, cBeraK, Aoporaa , 

Cepa,u,y BeCTOHKy no^au. 

r,n,e jxe bm, ohh roaybbie, v 

r,a,e >Ke tm, npex<HHH aroboBb? 2 pa3a 

Tbi 3acabimb moh roaoconeK, 

Pa3aio6e3Haa moh. 

3a tboh 3a raa3KH roaydbie 

Bcio BceaeHHyio OT^aM. 2 pasa 
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Along the Vales and Hills 

Record No. 59 50 


Onward marched the homed forces 
Through the lowlands and the heights. 
By assault to take Primorye 
The last stronghold of the Whites: 

They were Partisans and stalwart 
Sons who rose by the Amur. 

Theirs were banners brightly colored 
With the red of wounds endured. 

Ever will their deeds be cited 
Never lose their high renown 
For the Partisan Red Fighters 
There broke throug and took the town. 

Of the days at Volochayev, 

Of the night the city fell. 

There’ll be memories undying 
As of glorious tales to tell. 

Bandit white guards they defeated 
Let no hostile troops remain 
On the coast of the Pacific 
Where they ended their campaign. 


no ilOJIHHAM H no B3rOPbHM 


no AOJiHHaM n no B3ropb«M uma ahbh3hh BnepeA, 
Hto6m c (5oa B3grb npmwopbe, deaoii apMHH oruior. 

HajiHBajincfl 3HaMeHa KyiuaueM nocaeAHHx paH. 

UIjih JiHxne acxaApoHbi npnaMypcKHx napTH3aH. 

3thx JieT He cmoakhct caaBa ,He noMepKHeT HHKorAa. 
napTH3aHCKHe OTpflAbi 3aHHMajin ropoAa. 

M oeraHyTCfl, Rax cxa3xa, xax MaauHbie othh, 
LLiTypMOBbie 3th hohh, BoAOMaeBCxne ahh. 

Pa3rpoMHJin aTaMaHOB, pa3orHa.ra BoeBOA, 

M Ha Thxom oxeaHe cboS 3aKOHunaH noxoA- 
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Horses of Steel 

Record No. 58 60 


Oh! big steel horses 
Fighting tractor pals, 

Sound your loudest, Dear ones, 

For march forward we must. 

With our invincible horses 
We shall cover the Plains; 

We shall plough, we shall plant, we shall gather. 

Our tread is firm, 

But the enemy’s foot 

Our Soviet soil shall not violate. 

Oh! you Evil Nazi, ’tis better you do not touch us, 
Stay far away from our gates, 

Or else we will rise without mercy, 

All our Soviet people, as one. 

With our invincible tanks .. . We shall cover the plains 
We shall plough, we shall plant, we shall gather; 

Our tread is firm ... And the enemy’s foot 
Our Soviet soil shall not violate. 


OH Bbl, KOHH CTAJIbHblE 


Oft Bbl, KOHH, Bbl KOHH CTaAbHbie, 

EoeBbie Apy3ba — TpaKTopa, 

BeceJiee ryAHTe, pOAHbie, 

HaM b noxoA cobHparbCH nopa. 2 pa3a. 
npnneB: 

Mbi c HyAecHbiM kohcm 
B ee noAA oboftAeM, 

CobepeM, h noceeM, h BcnauieM, 

Hama nocTynb TBepAa, 

W Bpary HHKorAa 

He ryAATb no pecnybAHKaM HauiHM. 

Hy Ka, Bpar, Tbi Hac Aynrne He Tporan, 

He baAynca y HamHx BopoT, 

A He to BCTaHeT rpo3Hbifi h CTpornfi 
Ham X03AHH — cobctckhh HapoA! 
npnneB. 
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Partisan's March 

Record No. 9314 


Children of Moscow, under the Kremlin walls 
Let us meet together: the country calls. 

Ready to battle, ready to fight, 

We watch the enemy day and night. 

Refrain : 

We’ll fight courageously, until 
Covered with glory and with gore, 

The Soviet people chase the foe 
And win triumphantly the war. 

We all shall rise, ready to defend 
Our fields and homes, our native land. 

The war rages fiercely all over the world, 

All have to fight and to take the sword. 

We’ll fight courageously, until 
Covered with glory and gore, 

The Soviet people chase the foe, 

And win triumphantly the war. 


M A Pill IIAPTH3AH0B 


fleTH MocKOBCKHe, noA creHaMH KpeMJiH, 

ByaeM 3am,HmaTb poAHMbie noaa. 

BcerAa roTOBbi k doio, Bpara He nomaAHM. 
PadoTafiTe cnoKOHHO, JnodHMbie dopu,bi. 

Cmcao b 6 ovl Bee mm, 

HapoA CoBeTCKHH nodeAHT, 

H ApyJKHO, CMeao, KaK BparH npnAyT, 

Mbi dyAeM hx k nodeAe dHTb. 

CepAUe OTKpoeM Hauie a-'ih Apyra CBoero, 
3adoTon h yuacTHeM onpyxcHM mm ero. 

Ho nycTb noHAyT otpham BparoB aiodbix MacTeii, 
Pa3pymHM Bee nperpaAM, HenpouieHHbix rocTeS. 
lipHneB. 

Bee BCTAHeM mm A03opoM. 3Mea He nponoa3eT. 
riOKOHHblH A030P0M Haul CTaa HapOA. 

M chjioh HenpHaTeabCKofl He B33Tb CTpaHbi Taxoft. 
CBodoAbi napTH3aHCKoii ahbh3hh tiojikh. 
flpHneB. 
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Song of the Tachanka 

(Tachanka is a horse-drawn machine gun, mounted on a peasant cart) 
Record No. 63 30 


Fly, oh bird, above the highway. 

Beast aside, clear the road. 

Look and see the dust roll skyward, 

Raised by horses swiftly ridden. 

Taking aim with his machine gun 
The young gunner opens fire. 

And staccato shots unseen zip, 

Making all the foes retire. 

Chorus (entire chorus repeats) : 

Eh, tachanka-Rostovchanka 
You’re a beauty and our pride. 

With the Mounted Troops, tachanka 
On four wheels you swiftly ride. 

Chorus: 

Through the cornfields rumbling tanks go 
Biplanes loop the loop on high 
Of Budyenny’s fast tachanka 
Sing the flyers in the sky. 

At the foes, of plunder dreaming 
Streams a sudden jet of lead. 

In his chariot careening 

The young gunner speeds ahead. 


TAHAHKA 


Tbi jieTH c Aoporu a-nuhhoh, 
Tbi c Aopora yxoAH. 
BHAHinb, od-aaKa npywaTca, 
Kohh MuaTCs BnepeAH. 

14 c HajieTOM, c noBopoTOM 
noAHSmca HapoA KpyroM. 

3a CTpoHHJibHbiM nyneMeTOM 
IlyAeMeTHHK mojioaoh. 

3x, TauaHKa pacTaaaHKa, 
Tbi, xopomaa Moa, 

Tw, A30BCKas TauaHKa, 

Bee neTbipe Koaeca. 


M3Aa^ieKa, H3-3a Mopa 
143 CTOpOHKH AOporoil 
KpacHoil apMHH repou, 
IlyAeMeTHHK mojioaoh. 

H JieTH HeyAepKHMO, 

He npHAepjKHBaii koh«. 
Tbi, TanaHKa AOporaa, 
Tbi, xopoiuaa Moa. 

3x, TaaaHKa—KHeBJiaHKa, 
Tbi, xopomaa Moa, 

YnpaMHCKaa TanaHKa, 

Bee neTbipe KOJieca. 
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A Cliff on the Volga 

Record No. 3822 


There is a cliff on the Volga, 

In green wild moss, 

Nothing stands on its peak 
Only the winds play and shriek 
While the eagle alone 
Dares to build his home there, 

Where, undisturbed, he rends his victims 
Overgrown and to that height, one man alone 
Dared climb in the black night. 

As he wandered homeward in the dark; 
Stephan Razin it was, 

And since then by his name, 

The world calls 

The Wild Cliff on the Volga. 


ECTb HA BOJITE YTEC 


EcTb Ha Boare yTec. 

Ahkhm moxom nopoc. 

Ha BepwHHe ero 
He pacTeT HHuero. 

TaM ,/inmb BeTep cboSoahmh ryaaeT, 

JU,a MoryuHH opeA 

TaM npHTOH CBofi 3aBea 

M Ha HeM cboh KepTBbi Tep3aeT. 

H 3 AiOAeH AHUib oahh 
Ha yTece tom 6biJi, 

JlHUIb OAHH AO BepUIHHbl A 06 paJTCfl. 
Pa3 HOHHOK) nopoil 
Bo3Bpam,aacb aomoh 
Oh oahh Ha yTec tot B3odpaaca. 

M nOHbIHe CTOHT 

Tot yTec h xpaHHT 

Oh 3aBeTHbie AyMbi OrenaHa. 
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Enthusiasm March 

English lyric translation by Edna Ocko 
FROM THE FILM “TANYA” 
Record No. 9312 


Shall we be late ? 

The future will not wait. 

Work will bring us 
Glory, honor and praise. 

Bending o’er a loom 
Or scaling a high cliff, 

One great dream 
Summons us, one and all! 

Chorus: 

We have no fear 
We recognize no barriers. 

O’er land and sea 
Through cloud and ice we fly. 

Our hearts burn with the flame 
That fills our country’s flag. 
We’ll bear it on 
Forever forward and high. 


MAPU1 9HTy3HACT0B 


3ApaBCTByft CTpaHa repoeB, 

CTpaHa MeuTaTeaeft, CTpaHa yneHbix. 
PleceH BeceabiM poeM, Tbi 
riepenoaHHaa cepAUa ManaHAOB. 

Tbi no CTenH, Tbi no aecy, 

Tbi k TponHKaM, Tbi k noaiocy, 
Jleraa poAHMaa, Heo6o3pnMaa, 
HecoKpyuiHMaa Moa. 

HaM HeT nperpaA, 

Hh b Mope, Ha Ha cyme, 

HaM He CTpauiHbi , 

Hh AbAbi, He obaaxa. 

naaMH, AyuiH CBoeii, 

3HaMa CTpaHbi CBoeft, 

Mbi npoHeceM, 

Hepe3 Mope w noa«. 


— A2 — 



My Own, My Beloved Field 

Record No. 5950 


Rolling green, open field, 

Rolling plain, wide open prairie, 

Heroes go riding across the prairie. 

Yes, with the Red Army go the heroes. 

Maidens fair, raise your eyes! 

Gaze upon the road we follow! 

Far and away the road goes winding. 

Look and see how merrily the road goes. 

Maidens fair, raise your eyes! 

We are all prepared for battle. 

Gaze on our fast, surefooted horses. 

And at our tank corps swift deadly motion. 

High above the clouds 
Soar the fighters airmen watching. 
Submarines fathom deep the ocean. 
Wakeful is keen-sighted Red Army heroes. 

Rolling green, open field 
Rolling grasslands, open prairie. 

Heroes go riding cross the greensward. 

Yes, with the Red Army go the heroes. 


noJHOiuKO-noJiE 

nojnouiKO-noae, 
rioAiouiKO, uinpoKO nojie. 

Eayt no nomo repon, 

3x, Aa KpacHOH ApM.nn repon. 

/feByUIKH, TAflHbTe, 

HumbTe Ha AOpory Hainy. 

BbeTCA AaAbHaa Aopora, 

3x, Aa pa3BeceAaa Aopora. 
ffeByuiKH, rjiAHbTe, 

Mbi Bpara npHHHTb roTOBbi. 

Hauin KOHH 6bICTpOHOrH, 

3x, Aa HaoiH tahkh dbicrpoxoAHbi. 

B Hede aa TyMeii 

rp03Hbie caeAflT nHJiOTbi. 

BbiCTpo naaBaiOT noAAOAKH, 

3x, Aa 30pK0 CMOTpHT BopOmHJIOB. 



Arise, Russian People 

PROM THE FILM “ALEXANDER NEVSKY” 
Chorus: 

Arise to arms, ye Russian folk, 

In battle just, in fight to death. 

Arise ye people, free and brave, 

Defend our fair, our native land. 

To living warriors, high esteem, 

Immortal fame to warriors slain. 

For native home, for Russian soil, 

Arise ye people, Russian folk. 

Chorus: 

Arise to arms, ye Russian folk, 
etc. 

In our Russia great, in our native Russia 
No foe shall live. 

Rise to arms, arise, native Mother Russia. 
In our Russia great, in our native Russia 
No foe shall! live. 

Rise to arms, arise, native Mother Russia. 


BCTABAH, nORblMAHCfl, 
PyCCKHH HAPOA! 

BcTaBaiiTe, jiioah pyccKue, 

Ha cjiaBHbiii Soft, Ha CMepTHbiii boil. 
BcTaBairre, aroAH BoabHbie, 

3a Hainy 3ejvyiio begHyio. 

IloHAeM Ha CJiaBy BeuHyio, 

Ha caaBHbiH boil, Ha CMepTHbiii 6 oh. 
BcTaBaiiTe, jhoah pyccKHe, 
BcTaBafiTe, jhoah BOJibHbie. 

BcTaBaftTe, aioam pyccKHe, 

Ha caaBHbiH 6 oh ,Ha CMepTHbin boil. 
BcraBaHTe, /hoah BOAbHbie, 

3a Harny 3eMAio beAHyro. 

noiiAeM Ha caaBy BeHHyio, 

Ha cJiaBHbift boil, Ha BeiHbiH boil. 
BcTaBairre, jhoah pyccKHe, 
BcTaBaftTe, aioah BOJibHbie. 

Ha poAHOH PycH, 

Ha poahoh PycH, (2 pa3a). 
He bbiBaTb Bpary, 

He bbiBaTb Bpary 
OTpaiKeHHOMy. 
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From Border to Border 

Record No. 769 8 


From border to border, from ocean to ocean, 
Arise courageous the laboring folk, 

The militant folk. 

We’re ready for sorrow, and ready to suffer 
We’re ready to fight ’til death! 


For land, for our freedom, a happier future 
We go again to fight. 

But know why we go, we know why we go, 
For land, for our freedom, a happier future. 
We’re ready to fight to the death! 



4 

•. *■ 





OT KPAH JX O KPAH 

Ot apaa ao upas, ot Mops h ao Mopa 
BepeT BHHTOBKy HapOA TpyAOBOH, 

HapoA doeBoft, roTOBUH Ha CMeprHbiii 6oft. 
3a 3eMAio, 3a boaio, 3a Aymnyio aoaio, 

Hacm onHTb Ha (jDpOHT ,ho 3Haa, 3a hto, 
Mbi 3HaeM 3a hto. 

3a‘3eTviAio, 3a boaio, 3a Aymnyio aoaio, 
rOTOBblH Ha CMepTHblH Soft. 
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Sport March 

Record No. 5528 


Hay, sun, shine brighter, 

Burn with your golden rays 
Hay, comrades, more life, 

Quickly, don’t hinder, forward! 

You must keep your body and soul young; 
Keep them young, keep them young; 

Don’t be afraid of the heat and cold, 

Be as firm, as the steel 
Fiskultura! 


Fiscult-ura! Ura! Ura. Be ready! 

When the hours strikes to beat the enemy, 
Beat them off from all the borders. 

The left wing! Right wing! Don’t hesitate! 


Hay, wind, caress our skin, 
Refresh our head and chest, 
Everyone can be younger 
If you swallow the gay wind. 


You must keep your body and soul young, etc. 


CIIOPTHBHblM MAPIH 


■Pu.c : J'- 


Hy-Ka, coaHue, apne 6pbi3HH, 

3oaoTbiMH AynaMH obxcuraft! 

3ft, TOBapmu,! Bourne >kh 3 hh! 
nocneBaft, He 3aAepx(HBafi, uiaraft! 

HTodbi Te.no n Ayma <5 mah moaoam, 

BbuiH moaoam, 6bim moaoam, 

Tbi He Goftca hh mapbi h hh xoAOAa. 
SaKaAaftca, nan CTajib! 

Hy-xa, BeTep, rAaAb HaM KO>Ky, 

OcBexcaft Hamy roAOBy h rpyAb! 

KaHAbift MoxceT CTaTb MOAOJKe, 

Ecah BeTpa BeceAoro XAedmyTb! 

Hto 6 m Teao h Ayma 6 mah moaoam, . . , h t, a. 
Hy-Ka, aojkahk, Teruioft BAaroft 
Tbi yMoft Hac orpoMHoro pyxofi, 

Hanou Hac Bcex OTBaroft, 

A He BMepy ropaunx ycnoKoft! 

Hto6m Teko h Ayma 6 mah moaoam, . . . h t. a. 
3ft, BpaTapb, roTOBbCH k 6010 — 

HacoBbiM Tbi nocTaBaeH y BopoT; 

Tbi npeACTaBb, hto 3a to 6 ok> 
noAoca norpaHHHHaa hact. 

Mto 6 m TeAo h Ayma (5mah MOAOAbi, . . . h t. a. 
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CO^EP>KAHHE 


I JTIecHfl o poAHHe .. 

ripomafi, TOBapHiu,, Ha bohhy a ea.y . 

Bnpo BHAKaH ... 

JIarepb Ha Ky6aHH . 

MoHTa>K Ha mothb hobwx pyccKHx neceH. 

BoeHHbie cecTpbi KpacHoft apMHH npHdbian Ha (f)poHT 

BoeHHaa cecTpa Kpacnon apMHH. 

ripOBOHiaHHe . 

^/Honyfi, ^yHioaiKa . 

Bhh 3 no MaTyLuxe, no Boare . 

KanHHKa . 

Topbi KaBKa3CKHe . 

IlecHH o poAHHe. 

O HeM B THUJH HOHHOH. 

flecHH o inoppe . 

FlecHSi o ManaeBe . 

MoaoAea<Haa. 

j3,opojKeHbKa . 

BaHAypa .. 

3a6biTafl . 

BpoAnra . 

A4oh Kocrep .. . 

HeB03Bpam,eHHaa aiotfoBb . 

He BeTep Ben c BbicoTbi, A. K. Toactoh. 

B nyTb AopoiKKy AaabHioio. 

yyECAH 3aBTpa BOHHa ... 

^KpacHaa MocKBa . 

Oh npH ayjKKe npn ayHe. 

3oaoTbie Bbi necoHKH . 

JleTAT yTKH .•. 

floae Moe, noae.. 

3acBHCTa.nH Ko3aHeHbKH .. 

H bck) BceaeHHyio npoexaa . 

no A0AHH3M H no B3rOpbHM. 

Oh bw, kohh CTaabHbie. 

Maprn napTH3aHOB . 

TanaHKa . 

EcTb Ha Boare yTec . 

MapUI 3HTV3HaCTOB . 

noarouiKO-noae . 


v >BcTaBan, noAbiMancn, PyccKHH HapoA! 

Or KpaB ao xpaa. 

' CnopTMBHbin Maprn . 
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